THE PLUTUS, 73-96

You'll treat me ill: you'll never let ine go,
CHR. I vow we will, at least if you desire it.
WE.   Then first unhand me.

CHR.                                     There, we both unhand you.

WE.   Then listen, both : for I, it seems, must needs

Reveal the secret I proposed to keep.

Know then, I'm Wealth !
CHR.                                          You most abominable

Of all mankind, you, Wealth, and keep it snug !
CA.    You, Wealth, in such a miserable plight!
CHR. O King Apollo !    O ye Gods and daemons !

O Zeus ! what mean you ? are you really HE ?
WE.    I am.
CHR.          Himself ?

WE.                          His own self's self.

CHR.                                                      Whence come you

So grimed with dirt ?
WE*                                     From Pairocles's a house,

A man who never washed in all his life.
CHR. And this, your sad affliction, how came this ?
WE.    Twos Zeus that caused it, jealous of mankind.

For, when a little chap, 1 used to brag

I'd visit none except the wise and good

And orderly ; he therefore made me blind,

That I might ne'er distinguish which was which,

So jealous is he always of the good !
CHR. And yet 'tis only from the just and good

His worship comes.

WE.                                 1 grant you that.

CUR.                                                           Then tell me,

If you could see again as once you could,

Would you avoid the wicked ?

a " Some sordid miser of the day " ; R.
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